
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Then I plunged boldly in and played: 
By my own fires I am betrayed. 



WEEK-END 

"I am glad I have come." 

Let me stay, let me stay — 

I would not go home. 

Let me rest in your kindness, 

Your blessed blindness, 

For a night and a day. 

Your sweet incurious eyes 

Would widen in sharp surprise 

If you knew how under my breath 

I pray, "Let me sleep to death — 

O God, let me never go home!" 

But I speak through the fragrant gloom 

Of your hushed and decorous room : 

"Yes, I am glad I have come." 



RELEASE 

All that I had of wings — 

And they were not large nor bright — 
I broke against the harshness of your grieving, 

Night after night. 
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All that I had of song- 
It was weak and low, I fear — 

Was sung to ease the ache of your own sorrow. 
But you would not hear. 

All that I had of tears — 

And my tears were warm and blest— 
Were shed to make your agony less lonely, 

Upon your breast. 

All that I asked to share 

Was the pain that you would not show. 
Now I have given you all that I had to give you, 

Will you let me go? 



ESCAPE 

Indifference may snare me, but only devotion can hold me. 
Where is the net you spread in hope that its meshes might 

fold me? 
Like a shadow I slipped through a web too slight to bind 

me: 
Now, free and wise, I cast the last frail threads on the 

wind behind me. 

Aline Kilmer 
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